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MOTHER'S SONG 


It is night. 

The stars are shining. 

They are shining through the night. 
They are shining into Robin’s nest. 
The baby birds are asleep. 

The baby squirrels are asleep. 
Now the stars peep in at Baby. 
Baby is going to sleep, too. 

She is so tired! 

She has been playing all day. 

She should be asleep now. 

Mother is singing to Baby. 


Baby likes mother’s sweet song. 
| think you will like it, too. 
Here is the song. 
“Rock-a-bye, baby. 
Now go to sleep. 
Mother will sing of little sheep. 
The little sheep run round and round. 
The little sheep jump over the ground. 
They run to the haycock. 
What do they see? 
Little Boy Blue. 
Who is he? 
Rock-a-bye, baby. 
Are you asleep? 
Mother is singing of little sheep.” 
Now mother’s song is over. 
Baby’s blue eyes close. 
She is fast asleep. 


(as) gave (h ide) 
h as bread s ide 


BABY 


Baby has been playing in the meadow. 


She has been playing there all day. 
She has been playing hide and seek. 
She likes to hide. 

She likes to seek. 

All day Blue-bird has been singing. 
She has been singing in the meadow. 


Playing and singing, singing and playing! 


thank 
time 


What a good time Baby and Blue-bird have had! 


They have been glad all the day long. 


Blue-bird was singing to her little ones. 

Baby said she was singing to her, too. 

Baby saw Blue-bird’s nest. 

Three little birds were in the nest. 

She gave them some bread for breakfast. 

“Peep! peep! Thank you! thank you!” said the little birds. 
They were glad, but they longed to fly. 

They wanted to fly over the tree-tops. 

Baby found some pussy willows. 

They were growing in the meadow. 

She found a sweet blue violet, too. 

Pussy willows and violet were growing there side by side. 
They peeped at Baby as she came up. 


Baby gave the violet to her mother. 
“Thank you, my dear,” said mother. 

“Il love the sweet violet. 

| love my baby, too. 

Violet tells me summer is coming, 
Summer, and the summer sky, so blue.” 


n ight (sing ing) 
t ight (shin ing) 
light (sleep ing) 
m ight (peep ing) 
r ight (play ing) 
br ight (rock ing) 


(morn ing) 
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LESSON |. 


dog the ran 


ao ondg_r th 


The dog. 


The dog ran. 


LESSON II. 


The cat. The mat. 


Is the cat on the mat? 


The cat is on the mat. 


LESSON III. 
it his pen hand 
a in’ has man 


p oh e 


The man. 


A pen. 
The man has a pen. 
Is the pen in his hand? 


It is in his hand. 


LESSON IV. 


hen fat rat box big 


run from can 


A fat hen. A big rat. 
The fat hen is on the box. 
The rat ran from the box. 


Can the hen run? 


LESSON V. 
Rab Ann hat catch see 


e ch os 


hea | 
Ve 


WHat } 
Muah 


I iid 4 
i ja 1. 


See Rab! See Ann! 
See! Rab has the hat. 


Can Ann catch Rab? 


LESSON VI. 
she pat too now let 


sh oo ow | 


me 


Ann can catch Rab. 
See! She has the hat. 
Now Ann can pat Rab. 


Let me pat Rab, too. 


TWO LITTLE BLACKBIRDS 
and 

LITTLE ROBIN REDBREAST 
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A common crow, or blackbird 


Two little blackbirds 
Sat upon a hill, 

One was named Jack, 
The other named Jill. 


Fly away, Jack! 
Fly away, Jill! 
Come again, Jack! 
Come again, Jill! 


Jack and Jill are two birds. 
They are little blackbirds. 
They sat upon a hill. 

| named one Jack. 

| named the other Jill. 

Fly away, little blackbirds! 
Come again, Jack and Jill. 


Two birds sat on a hill. 

One bird was blue. 

The other bird was brown. 

The brown bird was named jill. 
The blue bird was named Jack. 

Fly away, pretty birds! Fly away! 
Come, bluebird! Come, brown bird! 
Come again to the hill. 


Little Robin Redbreast 


Sat upon a tree. 

Up went Pussy Cat, 
Down went he. 

Down went Pussy Cat, 
Away Robin ran. 

Said little Robin Redbreast, 
“Catch me if you can.” 


Little Robin Redbreast sat upon a tree. 
Pussy Cat went up the tree. 

Pussy Cat said to Robin, 

“T will catch you.” 

Robin said to Pussy Cat, 

“Catch me if you can.” 

Pussy Cat went down the tree. 

Robin Redbreast ran away. 

Pussy Cat said to Robin Redbreast, 

“| can not catch you, Robin.” 


Look at Robin Redbreast. 

What can Robin do? 

Tell me what Robin Redbreast said. 
Look at Pussy Cat. 

Tell me what Pussy Cat said. 


Little Robin Redbreast, | see you. 
You are in the tree-top. 

You have a pretty red breast. 

You sing a pretty song. 

Have you a nest? 

Is it on a bough in the tree? 

Is the little mother bird on the nest? 
Sing to the little mother bird. 


Sing your pretty song, Robin Redbreast. 
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JULY 22: Jack-in-the-Pulpit 


“lam Jack-in-the-pulpit,” announced a wild flower one day. 
“Are you?” asked the gnats and flies walking and flying about. 
“lam indeed,” said Jack. “If you don’t believe me, you can have a look.” 


“We are invited to have a look,” said the gnats to each other and the 
flies said: “We can call upon him, and he looks very fine, too.” 


“In the spring,” said Jack, for he thought it was the correct thing 
to preach a little sermon as he was in a pulpit, “in the spring,” he 


continued, “I have many bright red berries. Years and years ago the 
Indians used to boil these berries and found them very good to eat. 


“But at this time of the year, | am simply at my best. Oh, yes, | feel so 
jolly and well, so happy and gay.” 


And Jack smiled at the little creatures around him. 


“You would be surprised, no doubt,” he went on, “if | should tell you a 
few things about my family history. Some | will leave unsaid, however,” 
he added with a roguish look. 


Now, over Jack’s head was a part of the flower which looked like the 
sounding-board of a pulpit. He stood very straight in his pulpit, which 
was very handsome, striped in greenish-yellow, white and orange-yellow 
colored decorations. 


“| have a fine cousin,” he said, “and this is the part of my family 

history | want to tell you. My cousin is the Calla-lily and she has a 
beautiful white gown which she wears. But she is striped as | am, and she 
is a cousin, though she cares more for dress than | do, and looks very 
stately and fine. 


“lam more natural,” said Jack. “I’m a good sort of a chap. | like to 
talk to my little friends and give them advice because | am very fond of 
preaching.” 


“He must be very fine,” the gnats said. 
“How beautiful to give us advice,” the flies added. 


And to himself Jack was saying: “The poor little insects, little do they 
know me. | am not as fine as | make myself out to be. | should just say 
I’m not. 


“For | do not practice what | preach. | don’t believe in doing such a 

foolish thing. That is, | preach to the little creatures and then | let 

them come and see my pulpit—and then, it’s very, very seldom that | ever 
let them out again.” Then Jack began to preach once more and gathered 
about him more stupid and innocent little gnats and flies! But, of 

course, as he is only a flower we can’t blame him too much. 


JULY 23: The Tide 


“Billie Brownie was talking to the High Tide as it came up over the 
beach,” said daddy. “‘Don’t you ever work any faster or any slower?’ 
asked Billie Brownie. 


““Certainly not,’ said the Tide. ‘Why should we?’ 


“It would be nice, | should think, to change some day and rush in very 
suddenly, and then some other day stay way out on the beach and not come 
in for hours and hours—long after you are due.’ 


““That would be very wrong,’ said the Tide. ‘We are helped in what we do 
by two very noble creatures.’ And all the time the Tide was talking its 
voice would get louder and louder, for all the waves were roaring and 
making such a racket. 


“Who are they?’ asked Billie Brownie. 


““The Sun and the Moon,’ roared the Tide. ‘The Moon is three times more 
important than the Sun—but the Sun is mighty helpful too. We do as they 
Say, you see. Twice every twenty-four hours of your time we come in 

and go out. And we do this at such hours as the Sun and Moon wish. So 

if people ask the Sun and Moon, or watch them for a time, they will be 
able to tell just what we are going to do. And we never change the time 
they’ve given us—never—NEVER'"’ And the Tide bellowed this for all it was 
worth. 


“| wouldn’t keep such good time,’ said Billie Brownie, ‘no, not for any 
creature—not even Mr. Sun or Mr. Moon. And yet I’m a great friend of 
both.’ 


““Ah, you’re not such a friend as we are,’ said the Tide. ‘We have always 
done as Mr. Moon said for years and years and years—too many for me to 


remember.’ 


““But you might just as well be a clock and get wound up if you’re going 
to keep such good time and do things just exactly when you’re supposed 
to. It seems very foolish to me,’ and Billie Brownie put his head to one 
side as he thought about it. 


““Ah,’ said the Tide, ‘that’s just where you’re so wrong. A clock has to 

be looked after. Some one has to wind it up. No one has to wind us up. 

And a clock often gets out of order and goes to the clock-maker to be 
mended. You never heard of the Tide going to a Tide Mender to be mended, 
did you?’ 


““T never knew there was such a thing as a Tide Mender,’ said Billie 
Brownie. 


““There isn’t!’ said the Tide. ‘That’s just it. We don’t need one—for we 
never get out of order. And no one has to worry about us or fuss about 

us. We just do as Mr. Sun and Mr. Moon say—especially Mr. Moon, as I’ve 
told you, for somehow,’ and the voice of the Tide grew lower, ‘Mr. Moon 
has better judgment. | can whisper this to you now, for Mr. Sun has gone 
to bed and won't feel hurt! And now | must go out to the ocean again—for 


mm 


I’ve been talking to you for hours. 


JULY 24: Little Edith’s Garden 


“Whatever shall | do?’ said little Edith to herself,” commenced daddy, 
“‘l do want to have a garden so much and yet the snails eat it up!’ 


“While she was wondering like this a little voice whispered in her ear: 


“Edith, Edith,’ it said. 
“*Yes,’ answered Edith looking about her. And then, seeing no one, said: 
“‘Who are you? Where are you?’ 


““I'm the Fairy Queen,’ said the voice, ‘and you can’t see me because 

I’ve put on my invisible rooe—which no one can see but a Fairy. I’ve come 
to talk to you. | Know how you love your garden and that you’ve not been 
able to make anything grow this summer. Listen!’ And a queer swishing 
sound passed through the air. 


““There!’ continued the Fairy Queen, ‘I have waved my invisible wand and 
it will bring you luck. Do not plant any seeds for a week—then the snails 
will think you have decided not to have any garden at all! It will be a 

joke on them—but they have had enough feasts and now it is time for you 
to have a garden!’ 


“In a short time Edith had real flowers, and her garden was more 
beautiful than ever it had been, and often when she was working among the 
flowers, she said half aloud: 


““If the Fairy Queen is around me in her invisible robe, | want to thank 
her, oh, so much, for my lovely garden.’” 
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THE LITTLE RED APPLE. 


Once there was a little red apple. 

It was high up in a tree. 

A little girl saw the apple. 

“Oh, Apple!” she said. “Come down to me.” 

But the little red apple did not hear her, for it was fast asleep. 
The bright sun came out. 

“Oh, Sun! Dear Sun!” said the little girl. “Will you waken the apple?” 
The sun kissed the apple, but it did not fall down. 

A little bird sat upon the bough of a tree. 

“Little Bird, can you waken the apple?” 

The bird sang a pretty song, but that did not waken the apple. 
“Here comes West Wind,” said the little girl. 

“He will waken the apple for me.” 


West Wind shook the tree and down fell the apple. 


“Thank you, West Wind,” said the little girl. 


The north wind doth blow, 

And we shall have snow, 

And what will the robin do then? 
Poor thing! 


He’ll sit in a barn, 

And keep himself warm, 

And hide his head under his wing, 
Poor thing! 


THE WIND AND THE SUN. 


One day West Wind blew the tops of the trees. 
He blew the corn in the fields. 
He blew the apples off the trees. 
Just then the bright sun came out. 
“lam stronger than you,” said West Wind. 
“No! | am stronger than you,” said the sun. 
Then West Wind said, “Do you see that man? 
He has on a warm coat. 
| can make the man take it off.” 
“Can you?” said the sun. 
West Wind blew, and blew, and blew. 
But the man did not take off his coat. 
“This is a cold wind,” he said. 


“Now it is my turn,” said the sun. 

“| can make the man take off his coat.” 
“Do it,” said West Wind. 
The sun came out very hot. 


Soon the man took off his coat. 
“The sun is very hot,” he said. 


THE WIND. 


Who has seen the wind? 
Neither | nor you; 

But when the leaves hang trembling 
The wind is passing through. 


Who has seen the wind? 
Neither you nor |; 
But when the trees bow down their heads 
The wind is passing by. 
CHRISTINA G. ROSSETTI. 


Shush Shush, the Big Buff Banty Hen 
Who Laid an Egg in the Postmaster’s Hat 
The Project Gutenberg EBook of 

Rootabaga pigeons, by Carl Sandburg 


Shush Shush was a big buff banty hen. She lived in a coop. Sometimes she 
marched out of the coop and went away and laid eggs. But always she came 
back to the coop. 


And whenever she went to the front door and laid an egg in the 
door-bell, she rang the bell once for one egg, twice for two eggs, and a 
dozen rings for a dozen eggs. 


Once Shush Shush went into the house of the Sniggers family and laid an 
egg in the piano. Another time she climbed up in the clock and laid an 
egg in the clock. But always she came back to the coop. 


One summer morning Shush Shush marched out through the front gate, up 
to 

the next corner and the next, till she came to the postoffice. There she 
walked into the office of the postmaster and laid an egg in the 
postmaster’s hat. 


The postmaster put on his hat, went to the hardware store and bought a 
keg of nails. He took off his hat and the egg dropped into the keg of 
nails. 


The hardware man picked up the egg, put itin his hat, and went out to 
speak to a policeman. He took off his hat, speaking to the policeman, 
and the egg dropped on the sidewalk. 


The policeman picked up the egg and put it in his police hat. The 
postmaster came past; the policeman took off his police hat and the egg 
dropped down on the sidewalk. 


The postmaster said, “I lost that egg, it is my egg,” picked it up, put 
it in his postmaster’s hat, and forgot all about having an egg in his 
hat. 


Then the postmaster, a long tall man, came to the door of the 
postoffice, a short small door. And the postmaster didn’t stoop low, 
didn’t bend under, so he bumped his hat and his head on the top of the 
doorway. And the egg _broke_ and ran down over his face and neck. 


And long before that happened, Shush Shush was home in her coop, 
standing in the door saying, “It is a big day for me because | laid one 
of my big buff banty eggs in the postmaster’s hat.” 


There Shush Shush stays, living in a coop. Sometimes she marches out of 
the coop and goes away and lays eggs in pianos, clocks, hats. But she 
always comes back to the coop. 


And whenever she goes to the front door and lays an egg in the 
door-bell, she rings the bell once for one egg, twice for two eggs, and 
a dozen rings for a dozen eggs. 
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SALMON (OR TUNA) SALAD 

The Project Gutenberg EBook of 

A Thousand Ways to Please a Husband, 
by Louise Weaver and Helen LeCron 


1 Cup salmon, or tuna 

1 Cup diced celery 

1/4 Cup sweet pickles, cut fine 
1/2 tsp salt 

3 hard-cooked eggs, cut fine 

1 Cup salad dressing 


Break the salmon apart carefully with a silver fork, add the diced 
celery, sweet pickles, salt and hard-cooked eggs. Mix together well, 
and add the salad dressing. Arrange on lettuce leaves in a salad bowl, 
garnish with hard-cooked eggs to represent daisies, and pickles cut in 
strips. Serve very cold. 


(To represent daisies, cut the whites of each 

hard-cooked egg in six long petals. Arrange these on the salad. Cut the 
yolks in half, and place in the center--round side out. Arrange the 
pickle to represent stem and leaves.) 


SIMPLE SALAD 
ibid 


2 medium-sized tomatoes 
1/2 cucumber 

1 onion 

[2 Cups chopped lettuce] 


Dressing 


4 T-vinegar 
2 T-oil 

1/2 t-salt 
1/4 t-paprika 


Cut the peeled tomatoes and cucumber in one-third inch cubes, mix with 
the onion chopped fine. Add the dressing, which has been well mixed, 
and allow to stand ten minutes in a cold place. Serve on head lettuce. 


GREEN CORN AND TOMATOES 
The Project Gutenberg EBook of 
The Vegetarian Cook Book, 

by E. G. Fulton 


Corn pulp, 3 cups. 
Strained tomatoes, 1 cup. 
Butter, 1 tablespoonful. 
Salt. 


Scrape the given amount of corn from the cob, add the tomatoes and 
butter, simmer until the corn is tender; salt, and serve as a vegetable. 


Cold boiled corn cut from the cob may be substituted for the fresh 
corn, if desired. 


POTATO PUFFS 
ibid 


Potatoes, prepared as for mashed potatoes, 2 cups. 
Cream or milk, % cup. 

Melted butter, 2 tablespoonfuls. 

Eggs, yolks and whites beaten separately, 2. 

Salt. 


Mix and beat up thoroughly, folding in the beaten whites last. Make 
into balls, put into greased pans, brush with beaten egg, and bake a 
light brown. 


STANDARD ONE-EGG CAKE 
The Project Gutenberg eBook of 
Delicious Recipes, 

by Lamont, Curliss and Company 


1% cups sifted all-purpose flour 
2¥%2 teaspoons baking powder 
YY, teaspoon Salt 

¥3 cup butter 

*/3 Cup Sugar 

1 egg 

Y cup milk 

¥4, teaspoon vanilla 


Sift flour with baking powder and salt three times. 

Cream butter, add sugar gradually, beat. Add beaten egg. 

Add dry ingredients alternately with milk. Beat. Add vanilla. Bake at 
350° F. for 30 minutes. 


[When cool, spread with fruit preserves. ] 
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English: Arisaema triphyllum - Jack in the pulpit 

Date 1995 
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Author Robert H. Mohlenbrock. USDA NRCS. 1995. 


https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:High_tide_at_Alki_Beach_01.jpg 

Description 

English: High tide at Alki Beach, Seattle, Washington. 
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English: The new children's garden outside Marcus Garvey library at Tottenham Green. 

Date 10 December 2011, 11:38:32 
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English: American Robin (Turdus migratorius) in Humber Bay Park (East), (Toronto, Canada) 
Deutsch: Wanderdrossel (Turdus migratorius) 

Date 2005 

Source Own work 
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Description A Buff Brahma bantam, which won first place in the poult show at the 2005 Olmstead County Fair 
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Source Best of show chicken '05 

Author Ben Stephenson from Beltsville, Maryland 
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